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He win our auncient right in France againe, 

Or dye a fouldicrasi lin’d a king. 

Glo. Short rommersljghtlyhauca forward fpring. 

Enter yeng Torkf,Ha/ltngs, Cardinalt. 

Buc. Now in good timcjhcrc comes the DukcofYorke. 
Print Rich , of Yorke,how farts our noble brother ? 
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Tor. Well my dcarc Lord ; fo muft I call you now, 

Prin. I brothcrtoourgriefcasit is yours: 

Too late he didc that might hauc kept that title, -Tiitdf 
Which by his death hath loft much roaieftie. 

Glo. How fares our coufen noble L.ofYorke? •/rr} 

Tor. I thankc you gentle vncle. O my Lord, 

You faid that Idle weeds arefaft in growth : 

The Prince my brother hath out grownc mefarre, 

Glo. He hath my Lord. 

Yer. And therefore is he idle ? 

Glo. Oh my fairecoufen, I muft not lay fo. 

Tor. Then heis more beholdmgtoyoutj^cnl. 

Glo. He may command me as n>>*t^craignc, ~ s- 
Butyou haue power in me asinakinfman. 

Tor I pray you vncle giue me this dagger. 

Glo. My dagger littlecoulcn, with all my heart. 

Prin. A begger brother i 

Tor. Of my kind vncle that I know will giue, 

And being buta toy, which isnogriefetogiue. 

Glo. A greater gift then that,Ilc giue my cofen. 

Tor. Agrcatcrgift?Othatsthcfwordtooit. 

Glo. lgcntlccofin,wcreitlightcnougfir 

Tor. O than I fee you will part but with light giftSj 
In weightier things youle fay a begger nay. 

Glo. It is too wcightic for your grace to wcare. 

Tor. I weigh it lightly were it heauier. 

Glo. What would you hauc my weapon litic Lord ? 

Tor. Iwouldthatl mig'it thankc you as you call me* 

Glo. How ? Tor. Litle. 

Prin. My Lo: of Yorkc will ftill be crolfc in talkc : 
Vncle your grace knowcshowtobearc with him. 

Tor. Y ou mcanc to bearc me, not to bcarc with me : 
Vncle, my brother mockesbothyouandmcj 
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of Richard the third. 

Becaufc that I am litic like an Ape. 

He thinkes that you fliould bcarc me on yoiiffliouldcrs, 
Bnc. With whatafliarpcprouided withcrcafons, 

To mittigatc the fcornc he giue his vncic, f/oej 

He pretely and aptly taunts himfcife: 

So cunuing and fo youg is wondcrfull. 

Glo. My Lo : wilt pleafc you paife along? 

My felfcand my good coufen Buckingham, 

Will to your mother, to entreat ofher 
To meet you at the Tower, and welcome you 


Tor. What will you goc vnto the tower my Lor d? 

Prin. My Lord Proteflor wjj haue it fb. mO./ un'Hs . "" 
Tor. I (hall not fleepc in quiet at the Tower. 

Glo. Why , what ftiould you fcart? 

Tor. Mary my vncle Clarence angry ghoft.* 

My Granam toldc me he was murdred there. 

Prin. 1 fcarc no vnclcs dead. 

G/<7. Nor none that liuc, I hope. 

Prtj^And ifthey liueil hope I need not fcarc. 

But co'mc my L. with a hcauie heart 
Thinking OH tEcm, goc I vnto the Tower. 

Exeunt Prtn.Tor.HtiJK Dorfmanet.l^ch.Buc, 

Buc. Thinkeyou my Lo : this litic prating Yorke, 

Was not iricenfed by hisfubtilc mother, 

To taunt and fcorncyou thus opprobrioufly ? 

(7/i 7. No doubt, no doubt,Ohtis a perilous boy, 

Bold, quickc, ingenious, forward, capable. 

He is all the mothers, from the top to toe. 

Buc. Well let them reft ; Come hither Catesby, 

Thou art fwornc as deeply f o cfFetft what wc intend, 

Asclofdy toconceale what wc impart. 

Thou knoweft our rcafons vrgdc vpon the way : 

What thinkeft thou, is it not an cafie matter 
To make William L. Haftings of cur niindc, 

For the inftalment of this noble Duke, 

In the featc royall of this famous llc.^ 

C*tef, He for his fathers fake Co loues the Prince, 

That he will not be wonneto ought again ft him. 

Buc, What thinkeft thou then of Stanley, what will he.? 
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